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cheap thrill 


Author's Notes: 

This was inspired by Question Of The Day "What Did You Say About Me?!" and the response | posted Apologies 
if anybody actually HAS a story titled "Daisy Chains And Laughs", | honestly thought | was pulling it from 
Roger's Big Pile Of Lyrics, and from there alone. 


They come together, the only way he would want them, admitted to his chambers by a silent guard who 
closes the door with a barely audible click and remains outside of it to deter interruption. Roger admires the 
sight of Rose and Lily, with their identical blonde hairstyles and identical soft dresses of midnight blue 
sheathing nearly identical figures, almost as much as he appreciates their shared solemn mien and ability to 
keep quiet unless he's commanding their voices. He cannot abide giddy chatter, and this duo has served him 
sweetly both on and off stage many times before. 


"Rockfic." he orders, naming his favorite fanfiction site. "Slash, but nothing too explicit this time. I'm not in the 
mood to fuck.” he pauses "or BE fucked today. Find a pretty one." [He is familiar with the term "fluff", but 
that's not a word he deigns to utter] 


The ladies know this drill, and also that its immaterial to him which one reads and which one..serves. Lily 
begins tapping at her phone while Rose approaches to kneel beside the padded chaise where he reclines, his tall, 


lean frame clad only in a black silk robe. 


"Nick, Rick or Dave?" Lily asks, aware he never requests Syd for these entertainment sessions. Those he's read 


featuring Barret invariably make him angry or sad, neither emotion appropriate for what he wants now. 


Roger considers the choice, mentally indexing images of all three at all ages and contemplating the vastly 
varied flavors he's sampled since beginning to indulge in the fantasies of perverted (but.usually..gratifyingly 
reverent) fans for his private delights. I's a cheap thrill, but he cannot deny that it IS one, learning how those 


who love his work imagine him at play. 


He periodically peruses the pairings that don't include him, but only gets off on (a select few of) those that do. 
What can he say? HE's the interesting one, after all, and he prefers the tales from fans who agree. 


"Dave." He decides, a short, sharp visualization of the guitarist's softly pouting lips moving him to add: 
"Something with kissing." 


He strokes Rose's hair as he waits, his long, callused, thick-knuckled fingers caressing pale strands then 
scratching gently behind one ear as if she were a good dog (which, he supposes, she IS for so obediently 
submitting to his unconventional wishes). 

" "Daisy Chains And Laughs" " Lily suggests. 

That's a new one. Roger tersely demands: "Synopsis." 


Lily reads: " "Waters and Gilmour pick flowers and share secrets, playing with petals and each other. 


Roger smiles, pleased to note HIS name comes first. "That'll do nicely.’ 


